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Chapter 1 

 

Escaping Auburn 

 

“String ‘im up! String ‘im up!” the mob shouted. 

“Hang the Chinaman by his tail!” yelled a man quite close to Joshua. Other men lifted a 

Chinese man until his feet were at shoulder level, while men in a tree above them yanked his 

queue above his head and knotted it over a branch. They then let him roughly down and his head 

jerked back. He continued to scream, swinging slightly from side to side, held above the ground 

by the long woven strands of hair that had formerly hung down his back. The men laughed and 

jeered and began to collect stones to throw at him. 

“Yellabelly! Ricebelly!” they shouted. 

Joshua heard similar sounds from other parts of town and saw groups of men, women, 

and children heading toward Auburn’s Chinatown, torches waving above them. It was a warm 

mid-July night, warmer than usual for northern California. Joshua was closing his assayer’s 

office where he had stayed late to complete an analysis of some ore brought in that afternoon. It 

had been difficult to concentrate. Though trouble had been brewing all week and loud groups of 

men had stomped back and forth across his wooden sidewalk, he hadn’t thought any real 

violence would come. Now he knew he had been wrong. 

He made his way along the street where the sidewalk ended, noting growing numbers of 

people wandering or walking or running in the direction of the furor. Here and there groups 

milled around Chinamen unlucky or stupid enough to have ventured out of doors. 



Joshua ducked into the alley behind Main Street as he felt the mood of the crowd 

becoming uglier and uglier, and began to run toward his home. He and Carnelia had told very 

few about the Chinese house girl they had acquired on his trip to San Francisco in the spring, but 

others had discovered this information, and some of them might be willing to see her made sport 

of. Joshua raced down Quarry Street and east on Second to his home. He stopped briefly and 

looked around prior to stepping onto his porch. He saw several people in the street, talking and 

pointing in various directions. Some walked south toward the tumult. He decided to play it safe 

and get the horse and shay. 

He then walked quickly beside the house, down his back alley, and south again toward 

the livery on the west alley behind Quarry Street. When he arrived, he flipped the stable boy a 

nickel, walked to the stall where his mare, Trony, was kept, and took her out. 

“Hook Trony up to the shay and have her at the corner of Second and Quarry and you’ll 

have another nickel,” said Joshua. 

“Okay!” said the boy, beaming. 

Joshua gave him a hard look. “And keep this between you and me.” 

The boy nodded, but made a peculiar face that Joshua caught out of the corner of his eye 

as he turned . But he let it go. He could only hope the boy would do as he had been asked. 

Joshua bolted back out the door and up the alley, northward. Where the alley crossed 

Second Street he looked west and saw, a block or so away, another Chinese man swinging from 

a tree by his queue with a jeering, rock throwing mob around him. Joshua crossed the street 

casually, then dashed up the alley behind Second Street, turned there, and soon came out behind 

his house. He strode to the back door, and finding it locked, rapped lightly. 



“Nelia,” he said in a stage whisper, “It’s me, Joshua. Let me in!” 

The curtain on the window beside the door moved slightly, and a moment later the door 

was thrown open. 

“Joshua!” cried Carnelia. “Where have you bin? We’re worried sick!” 

“I know,” said Joshua. “Where’s Ling?” 

“Under the bed in our room.” 

“Get her,” he said, marching toward the sitting room. “And get Georgie.” He took his 

rifle from the mantle and hurried to the bedroom. 

“Dress Ling in one of your dresses,” he said, grabbing some shells from the shelf in the 

closet. “And especially one of your floppy hats.” He dropped the shells into one of his pockets. 

Carnelia had Ling out from under the bed. She was trembling so violently that Joshua 

could see it from across the room. 

“That won’ keep them from seein’ she’s not white,” said Carnelia, taking off Ling’s 

peaked cap. 

“Get some of that powder you use on the baby,” he said, striding into the kitchen and 

setting the rifle beside the door. He found a large clay pot and filled it with water from the pump, 

then carried it to the door and out onto the porch. Coming back in, he took two fresh loaves of 

bread from the top of the stove, wrapped them in newspaper, and set them on the floor beside the 

gun. 

“I’ll be back in two minutes with the shay,” he said. “Be ready!” 



He strode back out. All was quiet here, but to the south and west the noise seemed to be 

increasing. He ran cautiously down the alley to Quarry, thence to Second. As he came to the 

corner, the stable boy led Trony, attached to the shay, out from beside the shop. 

“Thanks,” said Joshua, placing a quarter in his hand. “Our secret!” 

The boy winked and put his finger to his mouth. But as soon as he returned to the stable 

he nodded at a group of men huddled in nearby shadows. 

Joshua walked Trony east on Second to the alley on the east side of Quarry, then to the 

alley behind Second to the back of his house. He went to the porch for the water jug and tapped 

on the door’s pane before carrying it to the shay. He looked around carefully when he returned to 

the porch. The door opened a crack. 

“It’s safe,” he whispered. “Get in the shay.” 

Carnelia ran out, cradling their baby in one arm, leading Ling-Guang with the other. 

Looking swiftly from one side to the other, she darted toward the carriage. Joshua reached inside 

the door, taking the bread in his right arm. Then he grabbed the rifle, set it on the porch, pulled 

the door shut, locked it, picked up the rifle, and ran to the shay. 

“Oh, Joshua,” whispered Carnelia looking worriedly at the rifle and then at Joshua. “Do 

you have to bring that? 

“I hope not,” he said, stepping up and taking the reins, “but I am anyway.” He snapped 

the reins. 

“Giddyap!” 

*** 



Then, just as they got to the east end of the alley where it ran into Eureka Street, shadowy 

figures appeared in the gaslight. 

“Evenin’!” said a gruff voice. “Kinda late to be out for a ride, ain’t it?” 

“Not when you’ve got somewhere to go,” said Joshua. 

“An’ where might that be?” asked the gruff voice. 

“I don’t see how it’s any concern of yours,” said Joshua. 

The man stepped forward and grabbed Trony’s bridle. 

“Well, we’re makin’ it our concern,” said the man. “Ain’t we boys.” 

There were grunts of assent and rough sounding laughter. 

Joshua, as the man spoke, had taken a shell from his pocket and placed it in the rifle. 

Now he noisily drove the bolt home and pointed the rifle at the man. 

“I don’t think so,” Joshua said. “Let go of the horse.” 

The man backed off. “Oh,” he said, “we don’t mean you no harm. We just wanted a little 

fun with the Chinaman you got there.” 

“We absolutely do not have a Chinaman here,” said Joshua. 

“What?” said the man. “But we heard...” He looked up at Joshua squinting. “You swear 

it?” 

“I swear it,” said Joshua quietly. 

“Oh, well...’” said the man. “Beggin’ yer pardon then.” He walked off to the side of the 

alley to the other men. “Go on.” 



“Wait a minute,” said one of the men. “You smell that bread?” The man began to walk to 

the carriage. “What you got bread for?” 

But Joshua snapped the reins and was off around the corner. As the shay rounded the 

corner, gaslight fell full on its occupants. 

“It’s a woman!” shouted one of the men. “They got a Chinawoman!” 

“Get some horses,” cried another. “Don’t let ‘em get away!” 

A few of the men gave chase on foot, but quickly gave up. Then they all ran back to the 

livery for horses. 

*** 

After a few blocks they turned east. The gaslights didn’t go out this far and it was hard to 

see by the light of the moon, just rising in the east behind the mountains. As they proceeded, the 

way became steep, and moonlight was lost to shadow. Their road now merged into another that 

led out of town toward the abandoned diggings. Behind them, in the distance, the sound of racing 

hooves could be heard. They careened on. 

“We’re almost to where you have to get out,” said Joshua to Carnelia after a few minutes. 

“You take the rifle and Ling can take the bread. I’ll be right back with Georgie and the water as 

soon as I get rid of the shay.” He glanced over at Carnelia. “Trony can find her way home by 

herself.” As the moon peeked over the mountains, Carnelia looked up at him with glazed eyes. 

“You think you can find my claim?” 

“I don’t know, Joshua,” she said. “I’ve bin there only once, and that was during the day.” 

She looked up into the black mountain. “How can anyone find anythin’ in this darkness?” 

“Well, you’ll have to, love,” he said, “because I simply can’t bring the shay any closer.” 



Carnelia didn't move to get out. "Shouldn't I take Georgie and you take Ling?"  

"If you take Ling, they'll have no one to harrass. And besides, do you want to be alone 

with Georgie if you're not quite sure where you're going? I know how to get there." He paused 

and stroked her face lightly. "Please," he said softly.  

Carnelia placed her hand over his and nodded. 

He held the reins up to keep Trony from moving and pointed. “Just to the right is a little 

dry gulch that runs a few hundred yards north and turns east, rising steeply. Stay in it until it 

turns. Then get out on the left side and go a few hundred more yards in the same direction until 

you reach what will feel like a wall. Follow it to your right until you see or feel wood. That’s the 

buttress around my doorway.” 

Joshua reached into a pants pocket and produced a key that he pressed into Carnelia’s 

palm. “There’s a lock on it that this will open.” 

Carnelia gently passed Georgie to Joshua. “You’ll take care of him?” 

“Of course,” he said, “If they catch me they certainly won’t harm us. They’re not 

interested in us.” He picked the rifle up from the floor and held it out to her. “Here,” he said. 

“Take this.” 

Carnelia jumped down from the chaise, followed silently by Ling. 

“No,” she said. “You keep it. I wouldn’ know what to do with it.” She headed for the 

gulch. 

“Then be careful!” said Joshua. “There’re torches and flints just inside the door, but don’t 

light up until you’re well inside.” 



The sound of hooves grew louder, so Joshua snapped the reins at Trony and was off. He 

soon turned onto a little road that went down to some exhausted diggings to the west, and 

stopped. He set Georgie on the seat, and leapt out, undid the harness, took off the bridle and reins 

(tossing them in the shay), and slapped Trony on the rump. “Go home, girl,” he said. 

Then he took the water jug from the shay’s floor and lifted Georgie out. He looked 

briefly at the rifle and decided he couldn’t carry it with Georgie and the water jug. So he picked 

up the water jug, and trotted off the road. No sooner had he gotten off the road then he heard 

hoofbeats close at hand and Trony slowed to a walk. Joshua feared she would stop altogether and 

the men would find her. He shook his head, then turned away and crept along as quickly as 

caution would allow, ducking low hanging branches if he saw them in time. 

Up to this point, Georgie had been taking the situation rather well. But as Joshua bounced 

clumsily through the darkness, Georgie began to whimper and fuss. 

“Oh, don’t do that now,” whispered Joshua. “Be a good boy and go to sleep.” 

But Georgie just fussed more and more loudly. 

“No-o-o,” whispered Joshua. “No, no, no! Don’t do that now!” Joshua tried to cover 

Georgie’s mouth, and Georgie wriggled and squirmed in indignation. Just as horse hooves 

thundered by, Joshua dropped the jug of water. He froze. But the crack and gurgle hadn’t alerted 

the men to his whereabouts. He tip-toed away as the water sighed into the thirsty sand. 

“Oh, Georgie,” he whispered a few moments later, “now we’ll have no water.” This 

seemed to please Georgie, who now cooed and gurgled as Joshua set him over his shoulder and 

continued on his way. 



After he had gone on for a few more minutes, he heard returningthe hooves returning 

back up the road. 

“Found the shay,” he muttered. 

But he was having great difficulty finding his own way in the dark, even knowing the 

area and where he was going. So he didn’t think that the men, half-drunk as they were, would be 

able to find Carnelia and Ling or himself and Georgie unless they stumbled upon them by blind 

chance, and they were now too far off the road for that to be likely. Still, while they were close 

enough to be heard, he thought it might be wise to find a place to hide and be still. He hoped 

Carnelia would do the same if they came close to her. 

Going east, he came to the road that had continued north after the west fork he had taken. 

Looking carefully about, he crossed it. When, after walking awhile, he came to a pile of 

boulders, he decided to stop there briefly and listen. Georgie had fallen asleep on his shoulder, so 

he sat down and leaned against a large rock, careful not to waken him. He thought of other piles 

of boulders he had known; twice in Verdura, but most recently, the pile under which he and Ling 

had hidden for hours in San Francisco, while her pursuers looked for her. 

*** 

As he had done many times before, the past April Joshua had gone to San Francisco for 

supplies. The only way he could be sure of getting the chemicals that he needed, was to get them 

himself. He had heard the Chinese went into the claims white men spurned because they thought 

they were exhausted, and they had made a living. He wanted to learn their secret. He made 

friends among one “Company” of Tang men, or men of the Middle Kingdom, as they called 

themselves, and he hoped they might show him how they got every last bit of ore from the 

rejected diggings. 



It was evening and Joshua had almost completed his business for this trip. He wanted to 

complete just one more task. The streets of Chinatown were quiet and empty, except for a few 

delivery carts returning to the laundries, with here and there a lone Chinaman walking wearily 

home. Behind him, down the hill and across the wharves, Joshua had seen the slightly swaying 

masts of the dozens of ships filling the harbor. 

In dry docks, or settled into the bay, or beached, were ships whose masts no longer 

swayed; ships whose captains and crews had abandoned them for the lure of gold in the hills. 

That was ‘49, ‘50, ‘52. But now it was ‘57. In those early days, the gold was sitting on the 

ground to be collected or lounging in streams to be panned; at the rate of hundreds of dollars’ 

worth a day. But men had come in their thousands. Hordes had scoured those hills. And today, 

the Chinese, the people whom only five years earlier Governor MacDougal had called the “most 

desirable of our adopted citizens,” were now objects of hatred and wrath. 

They, in the hundreds and hundreds had immigrated; they in their quiet, peaceful 

industry; they––so the whites said––took jobs that should have belonged to the whites. No matter 

that the whites disdained to do those jobs, no matter that many whites had gained and lost more 

than one fortune in those few short years. Now the whites shouted, “The Chinese must go!” 

There was an eerie, watchful silence in Chinatown that evening. 

As Joshua passed an alley, he thought he saw the building he was looking for which a 

member of the Company had described to him. He started down the alley. Without warning, a 

knife whizzed past his ear. He dove toward the ground, looked around hastily, and ducked 

beneath some stairs. Looking out from between the slats, he discerned that the knife had not been 

meant for him. 



In front of him, two groups of Chinese men confronted one another. Off to one side, 

apparently at stake in their contest, cowered a Chinese girl of indeterminate age. As Joshua 

watched, one man from the group with its back to him rushed to the girl, dragged her roughly 

upright, and ran with her past his group toward Joshua. He had far when he screamed and 

slumped to the ground, a knife protruding from his back. The girl stopped, threw her hands up 

and looked wildly around. Joshua glanced at the two groups of Chinese men long enough to see 

that they had resumed their fray. He leapt from behind the stairs, grasped the hand of the hapless 

girl, and dashed around the corner of the building. 

Not looking behind him, he ran toward the bay with no idea where he would go. Then, 

after a block or two, he chanced upon a building under construction. Large boulders had been 

assembled in a pile in one corner of the excavation and a stack of wood lay next to it. Hardly 

taking time to think, Joshua motioned and pulled the girl down into the excavation toward the 

corner near the boulders. He grabbed several planks of wood and placed them slantwise over her. 

Loud shouts that certainly weren’t in English could be heard coming from the street. 

He threw his shoulder into two of the topmost boulders, and slowly, reluctantly, they 

began to move. The shouts grew louder. Had they seen him? Suddenly the topmost boulders 

rolled down the planks. Joshua leaped in with the girl, noticing that the planks weren’t 

completely covered, and from underneath tried to arrange them better. When he dared move no 

more, he sat silently beside the girl and held her shaking hand. 

The shouts were right above them now. Joshua sat, gritting his teeth, thinking of the knife 

that had narrowly missed him and the one that hadn’t missed the Chinaman. Both he and the girl 

held their breath. Would they never go away? What were they doing? 



Well, he thought, at least if they’re up there shouting and not moving planks or boulders, 

maybe they don’t know we’re here. The shouting continued, but began to fade. It sounded as 

though the group was splitting up to search in several directions. It seemed their hiding place had 

worked! 

It wasn' long before the two fugitives began to breathe again. Joshua permitted himself to 

sigh. There was no other noise. No shouts, no moving feet, no prying hands. Perhaps they were 

gone. He let go of the girl’s hand and sat for a few more minutes. There was a distant shout and a 

nearer answering shout. So they remained under the boulders for what felt like hours. 

Finally, he turned to the girl in the very dim light, found her hand again and squeezed it. 

Knowing she wouldn’t understand, but needing to talk, he said, “Hiding under rocks. 

Little something I learned in Verdura, my first time there.” 

The girl said nothing, but she was attentive, calm, and bright. 

Cautiously Joshua reached out, rolled one rock further down the planks, and waited. 

Nothing. Then he moved another and waited. Nothing. In a few minutes, after moving more 

boulders and climbing out of the excavation, they were standing on the street. Joshua decided 

this was not the night for a visit to the Company. 

He pointed at the girl and then back to where they had come from, but the girl only stood 

and watched him. Then he pointed to himself and the opposite direction. Still she only watched. 

He again pointed first at her and then back to where she had come from, then at himself, and the 

opposite direction. She stood watching. He repeated the gestures a third time. He began to be 

uneasy about standing in the open so long. 



How could he make her understand that she was free to go now? He repeated the gestures 

again, almost frantically. Then she seemed to smile, pointed to herself and then to him, and then 

in the direction he had indicated he would go. He shook his head, turned, and walked away. She 

followed him. They repeated all the gestures again. Again he walked away and she followed. 

So that is how she came to be our house girl, thought Joshua. She just wouldn’t go away. 

And she trusted me completely. Of course, Carnelia was delighted. She had been used to servants 

in the house back in Alabama, and all in all, Ling’s coming had seemed to work out very well. 

But now, here they were, trying to keep Ling safe from the angry mob. 

*** 

Joshua heard shouts off in the distance that roused him from his reverie. “Better get on,” 

he said quietly to himself. “Come on, Georgie.” 

He got up slowly and moved from gulch to boulder to scrub tree, finding east by the 

moon, heading for his claim. In about half an hour he found the end of the gulch he had told 

Carnelia and Ling to follow. Then he did what he had told them to do and in a short while came 

to the wooded supports around the opening to his digs. He was about to open the door when he 

heard a horse snort and pound the earth with a hoof nearby. He froze. Georgie woke with a start 

and let out a howl. 

“What was that?” said a harsh voice. 

Joshua clamped his hand over Georgie’s mouth and felt for the door. 

“What was what?” said another voice. 

“Ah, it’s the whiskey,” said the other voice. 

“I tell ya they’re around here!” 



The lock was open. Good, thought Joshua, they’re inside. I can lock it from the inside. 

With one motion Joshua took his hand from Georgie’s mouth and removed the padlock from the 

door as he swung it open. Georgie howled again as Joshua grasped him tightly and scurried into 

the holding  on his knees, slammed the door behind him, and threw the bolt he had made on the 

inside. Surely these men would grow weary and leave once they found they couldn't get in, if 

they even found it, wouldn’t they? 

He let Georgie scream, cast a sigh of his own, and felt around in the dark at the place 

where he kept the torches and flint. What? he thought. Didn’t they get a torch? He placed the 

flint in a pocket and took one torch. Anxiously he clambered forward, holding Georgie against 

his chest with one hand, feeling his way with the other hand, torch held unlit in his teeth. He 

found the first wall and took the tunnel to the left, met the second wall and turned to the right, 

found the third wall and then turned back to the left again. He was not yet far enough in to light 

the torch, but far enough to call. 

“Nelia? You here?” he called in a loud whisper. Georgie whimpered softly. 

“Nelia?” Joshua crawled on. “Nelia?” 

 


